BRIGHTWOOD   HOSPITAL,
DETROIT,   MICHIGAN

October sixth, 1913, n p.m.

THIS has been an eventful day. We formally opened our new
hospital this afternoon. The city's medical profession was
ably represented and many of our well-to-do philanthropists
came for tea and a tour of inspection.
Everybody commented on our astounding luck in disposing
of the shabby old building in Cadillac Square for a quarter
of a million. Lucky, they said, that our site had been chosen
for the new skyscraping office building. And what a lucky
dog I was, added the mayor, that this exquisitely landscaped
four-acre tract came on to the market just as we had begun
to look for a new location.
I nodded an appreciative assent to all of these pleasant
comments on my good luck, but felt rather traitorous; for
it wasn't luck. Nothing that has happened to rne since June
of 1905 could be properly called luck. I am in the grip of
something that I don't understand; but, whatever it is,
there's nothing capricious about it.
But if I had blurted out some such remark to the mayor
or good old Mrs. Arlington or Nick Merrick, there would
have been a lot of explaining to do (or dodge) so I cheerfully
agreed with them that I was lucky, Had I told them the
whole story about our acquirement of the new hospital, tiuey
would have thought me stark mad.
Billy Werner called up from New York* about four, to